
The trouhlefome Tgaigne 

Hying the fury ofyour conquering fword, 
hsTharaoh earft within the bloody fea. 

So he and his enuironed with the tide. 

On Ltncalrse wafties all were ouerwhelmed. 

The Barons fled, our forces eaft away. 

Lew. Was euer heard fuchvnexpc&ednewes? 

Meff. Yet Lodowike reuiue thy dying heart, 

King John and all his forces are confunTd. 

The Idle thou needs the aide of Engiifh earles, 

The lefle thou laecdft to grieue thy Nauies wracke. 

And follow times aduantage with fhccefle. 

Lcw 'n, Braue Fnenchmen arm’d with magnanimitie, 
March after Z>)w,who will lead you on 
To chafe the Barons power that wants a head, 

For tokn is drown’d ,and l am Englands King. 

Though our munition and our men be loft, 

of France will fend vs frelhfupplies. Sxeant. 

Enter two Friers layinga cloth. 

Fir. Difpatch,difpatch,the King defires to eate. 

Would a might eat his laft for the loue he beares to church 
men. 

Fr. I am of thy minde too , and fo it fhould be and we 
might be oui owne earners. 

I maruell why they dine here in the Orchard. 

Fr . I know not. nor I care not. The King comes. 

lob. Come on Lord Abbot,fliall we fit together ? 

Ab. Pleafeth your Grace fit downe. 

1 oh. Take your places firs.no pompe in penury .all beg- 
gers and friendcs may come , where Neccfli tic keepes the 
houfe,curtefie is barr'd the table.'fit downe Philip. 

B*fl. My Lord, I am loth to allude fo much to the pro- 
tierb.honors change manors: a King is a King, though For- 
tune do her wor ft. & we as dutiful! in defpite of her frown^ 
as if your Highnes were now in the higheft tipe of dignity. 

lob. Come, no more adoc, and you tell me much ofdig- 
mty,youT marre my appetite in a furfet of forrow. 

What 


of Kftig lohn . 

what checre Lord Abbot,mc thinks ye frown like an hoft 
that knows his gueft hath no money to pay the reckning ? 

i/Fb. No ray Liege , if I frowne at all, it is, for I feare 
this cheere too homely to entertaine fo mighty a gueft as 
your Maieftie. 

I thinke rather, my Lord Abbot, you remember 
my laft being here , when I went in progrefle for powches, 
and the rancor of his heart breakes out in his countenance, 
to few lie hath not forgot me. 

Ah . Not fo my Lord, you, and the meaneft follower of 
his Maiefty ,are heartily welcome to in e. 
tjifon. Waffell my Liege and as a poore Monke may 


fay, welcome to Swmflend. 

}ohn , Begin Monke, and report hereafter thou waft ra- 
fter to a King. (owne heart. 

Mo». As much health to your HighnetTe as to mine 
lob. I pledge thee kind Monke. (England. 

Mon. The merrieft draught , that euer was drunke in 
Am I not too boid with your Highntfle ? 
lob. Not a whit, all friends a.nd fellow cs for a time. 

Men. If the inwards of a toad be a compound of any 
proofe : why fo it work es.. 

Job. Stay Pbihp, where’s the Monke ? 

Baft. He is dead my Lord. 
lob. Then drinke not Philip for a world of wealth. 
What cheere my Liege ? your Colour gins to change. 
lob. So doth my life : O Philips am poifon’d. 

The Monke,the Diuelfthe poyfongins to rage. 

It will depofc my felfea King from raigne. 

BA.fl. This Abbot hath an intereft in this ad. 

At all aduentures take thou that from. me. 

There lie the Abbot, Abbey Lubber, Diuell. 

March with the Monke vnto the gates cfHell. 


How fares m v Lord ? 


lob. Philip, fume drinke, oh for the frozen Alpesf 
To tumble on and coole, this inward heate, 
Thatragcthas the foauce ftuen-foki hate*. 


To 
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